THE KONUNG OF WHITE WALLS

and Pll put your eyes out with my own bodkin! Oh,
I'll prick you well, I'll get that ready for you!' But
Sveneld shouted back at her: 'It's I who'll do the
pricking, my little sucking-pig! Get into bed and
turn the sheets down - I shan't wait!' And he shot an
arrow just clear of the women's heads into the room
behind. Theophano gave a screech and the men
laughed, but then the women threw pails of slops at
them, and though he didn't get much himself, he was
so angry that he charged the guards, and he and his
men got through with some loss. He was scratched
himself, but no more.

Then there were the doors, but they rammed
against the hinges and broke them in with a harsh,
hungry noise of splintering. Then Sveneld and a
dozen of his men were into the bower, with the women
running like rabbits and knocking into one another.
Casia ran bang into his arms, squeaking, and seemed
inclined to stay there, but he shoved her at one of his
men and went on after his own game. She tried to
stab him with a little jewelled knife, then fought him
with feet and nails for half a minute, then suddenly
stopped and began to laugh, not wildly as he'd heard
them sometimes, but with her old, maddening, pro-
vocative giggle. He held on to both her wrists in case,
though, and shouted at his own men to stop. The room
was crowding up with them now, and all the guards
below were down or prisoners. Then he pointed at
the covey of women, clinging on to curtains or one
another, facing him straight or over their shoulders.
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